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After midnitfht, a Special delivery letter 
arrives at the home of Xisi Meredith, the 
girl who was Michael's f iancefe .' 



A LETTER FROM AN 
ATTORNEY NAMED PILLARP/ 
I'VE HEARP OP HIM SOME- 
WHERE — BUT WHY SHOULD, 
HE WRITE TO MB ? 



*Sfl 



I REMEMBER REAPING^ 
IN THE PAPERS THAT HE 
HOPES TO EXPOSE A 
COMBINATION OF 
ORGANIZEP CRIME 
GANGS! REAP THE 
LETTER, KIM 1 1 



r x 



HE SAYS: "PEAR MISS MEREDITH, I KNOW 
YOU HAVE SOME CONNECTION WITH THE FAMOUS 
BUT ELUSIVE CAPTAIN TRIUMPH — AND 
SINCE I KNOW HOW THE FORCES OF CRIME 
ARE PETERMINED TO OET THIS 
ENCLOSED POCUMENT- 



HE MEANS THAT J 

BUNCH OF 
PAPERS HE 
SENTAIONC,, 
BIFF/ 
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IS THAT THE McCOy, LAHCE7 A \ 
REAL HUNK OF WRITING SIGNED ) 
BV THE LOCAL TYCOONS OF _/ 

TURPITUDE T » . <-. 

IT'S ALL OF THAT. 
»FF.' PILLARP HAP THE 
INFORMATION ANP NERVE TO 
STEAL IT FBOMTHEM.'-NO 
WONPER HE FIGURES THEY'LL 
KILL HIM TO GET 
IT BACK.' 





But, at Dillard's apartment... KYOU WANTi \| 

! — — r-jJ SHOULD ANSWER 

SO PILLARP WOULPNT TELL WHAT \1THE PHONE, SILENT? 
HE'PPDNE WITH THE POCUMENTS ) V OKAY/ 
— SO NOW HE'S PAST TALKING 
OR LIVING.' 



9-RINGGfi 
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MR. PILLARP? THIS IS KIM 
MEREPITH.' I GOT THE 
DOCUMENT YOU MAILED- 
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CA7TAW TRIUMPH is also 
in the mind of Lance Gallant... 



ONE TOUCH ON THIS 
BIRTHMARK ON MY 
WRIST AND — 




The twins merge into 
indomitable Captain 
TRJVMPH! j j 
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^» DILLAKP HAS ^\ 
C HIS APARTMENT 5 
A ON THIS flOOR.!)^ 
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OUR MlSTA»«rE WAS IN SIGNING ANYTHING- 3 
BUT WE HAP TO DO SOMETHING SO WE COOLP 
TRUST EACH OTHER.'--THlS OUGHT To BE A 

LESSON TO CROOKS NOT TO WRITE —JUST 
TALK THINGS OVER/ 



LL TALK 



THINGS OVER WITH THE 

LICE.' BRING THE OTHERS. 



—AND ANOTHER THING THAT ISNT IN THE 
WRITTEN DOCUMENT IS OUR PLAN TO START 
A SORT OF COLLEGE FOR BRIGHT YOUNG 
THUGS THAT WILL TEACH 
BIG-TIME METHODS.' J POESN'T HE EVSK 
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But -what Beezy 
aoesnt see^ 

•AS DON AID'S STALWART ' 
FORM DEPARTS OFF DOWN- 
STAGE-LEFT- DIANA, SMILING 
BRAVELY THROUGH HER TEARS 
WAVES HIM A TREMULOUS 
» FAREWELL FROM HER 
LWINPOW.'L 

n 






I WOMEN ARE I 
FUNNY.' SOME- 
[ TIMES THE MOST 
f ATTRACTIVE GIRLS 
, 60 FOR THE ■« 
[SILLIEST LOOKING 
LMENh.OPPOSITES 
^ATTRACT, YOU 
KNOW/ 
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QUIET.' CALM, EVEKYBODy/ 
I FEEX TWEES FELLOW UP/ 
LISTEN TOME NOW ...YOU 
FEEL NO PAIN... NONE AT ALL,' 
YOU WERE JUST TICKLED 
UNDER NOSE WITH FEATHER 
AND FEEL FINE... 
WONDeKFUL!, 




CRACK COMICS 



AN EMBEZZLER, EH? GOING 
TO FLEE THE COUNTRY Wll 
$\G? g OF M\HE THAT I 

TEUSTEP TO HIS BLASTED 
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WHICH ONEyRIGHT -VOK^fl /'HERE'S VOURMAN, OFFICERS.' IT WAS 



ALL EVEN X COULP PO TO HOLD HIM.', 
WE CAN SEARCH HIM FOR THE 
CURRENCY HE'S HIP AFTER 
YOU HANPCUFT 
HIMi 
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HEY, WAIT/ 

Hg'S the 

GUY WHO'S 
SCRAMMING 
WITH THE 
MONEY.., NOT 

MB! 
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WHAT POYOU THINK YOU'RE ^Y KEEP YOUR SHIRT ON, BOSS- 
PULLINC, W//.' WHO WANTS ll I'LL HAVE A SURPRISE 
TO REAP A COMIC STRIP / 
ABOUT A JUNK fAANly 

B£^ — — — ^ 



ANSWER FDR YOUR 
REAPERS.' 




JEWELL. IT BETTER V] 
^ BE GOOD.' J 


''pony worry.' ^S 

yIT WILL Wc'.y 
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THERE HE 

IS AGAIN.' IP 

I COUIP ONLY 

GET A GOOD 

LOOK AT 

»\Mf fZ-\ 
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WOW.... WHAT AN ENGINE/ 
TWELVE CVLINPERS ANP 8KANP 
NEW/ ANP FULLING A JALOPy 
LIKE THIS/ NO WONPER I 
CDULPN'T I^EEP 
UP WITH 
HIM.' 
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^'^WE RECOGNIZE' 
^ACH OTHER.' NOW, 

j.et'shave rr-woTTA, 

■ YA AFTER T 
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MAYBE ....BUT T WAS CURIOUS TO KNOW WHY AN^Sj 
OLP JUNK MAN WOULP BE WEARING SHINY, THIRTY- 
DOLLAR SHOES ANP SHARPLY CREASEP, PIN-STRIPEP 
kPANTS UNPER HIS RAGGEP COAT/ 



E 
E 
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THATS ENOUGH, CONNORS! 
I THOUGHT WE'P REFRAIW " 
'FROM RUBBING OUT A NEWS- 
PAPER/MAN IF WE OOULP— 
BUT THIS ONE'S NOTICEP 
TOO MUCH ( h 



WELL-WEa~IT CAN' 
TALK.' ANP I THINK 
I KNOW THE VO\Ce u 
TOO.' 
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VERY NIFTY/ JUST THE MNP OF PUPS A BIG SHOT) 
IN THE RACKETS WOULP WEAK/ NOW I'LL GET 
YOU A SHAVE AND PfcAW YOUK VICTVKS AS 
YOU REALLY 
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YOU'RE A FIGGING 
TOOL. CABBIE! 












r LET'S GST \ 
OUT OP HERE J 
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MY CAB ! HOW 

V IT GET 

HERET 




T BROUGHT IT HEBE' 
I SAW THOSE THUGS,* 
ATTACK YOU.' I WAS « 
WAITING IM A POORWAY.' 
WHEN THEY WAGGED VOU 
AWAY, T POLLOV 
J YOUR O 
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GOOPBYE.' 

YOU'P BETTER 

SEND THE COPS 

UP TO PULL 

THOSE 

GANGSTERS 

IN! 



SO LONG.' 
I MEAN... 
HEY- WHAT 
ABOUT MY 
FAR£. T ~.AND 
WHAT WAS 
■ THIS ALL 
ABOUT, 
ANYWAY? 
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I CERTAINLY AM ... AMP YOU \ 
PE5ERVE IT.' THE BOOK'S A J 
PUMMY.... BUT ON THIS < 
RAGE, THERE'S A CHEMICAL J 
FORMULA WHICH MY 
FATHER PISCOVEREP/ 



ANP ALL THOSE 

YEGGS ANP THE GUY 

I RAN INTO WERE 

AFTER IT.... SO 

YOU FIGUKEP I 

COULP HOLP IT 

WHILE THEY 

CHASEPYOU.V 




I MUSTNT FORGET.' 
THERE'S YOUR FARE 
•AMP THIS IS 
A TIP/ 
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^SAY. MAMDV. VYWAR'S 

7APPY a-k«pin'« 



TWO PAYS \l 
AFTER M'S V 
HAD A yS 
BATH^T 


'"TWO PAYS* THET 
. MAKES IT ^ 
^ MONDAY/ J 
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pappy/ 
pappv/ 

61T OFFEN 
TH' TRACKS/ 
QUICK/ 
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(T^HE WEATHER MAN is having an 
I J_L unusual time, with wea-ther / 
conditions reaching unheard 
of extremes ! 
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}{ Gosh, I'll bet i ) 
x. caw make a _-^ 

x\ SNOW MAN ) 

s M. now.' y 
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THIS SNOW STUFF 
BEATS SAND FOB 

BUILDING 

THINGS/ 



• 



NOW. ALL I 
NEED 15 A 
HEAP 



-•AND SOME STONES 
FOR EVES AND 
UOSB — 
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You have rolled into the snow 
ball a cursed charm that 
has a very long 
history 



% 




FOB THE MISERY AND GRIEF THIS 
CHARM HAS BROUGHT MV PEOPLE, 

UPON IT I PLACE THIS CURSE 

TO BE POWERLESS 'TIL THE TIP OF 
THE TALLEST TREE, THE TAIL OF 
AN EARTHBOUND BIRD, THE 
FANG OF A ROARING LION 
AND THIS EVIL CHARM 
SHALL 3E UNITED/ 



So saying, he thrust it into the 
Sea-' For centuries this charm was 
carried by ocean currents, moved 
by tides, and finally tossed 
upon this peaceful island- 

1, and SO 
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1/ THAT'S A GOOD 
SIZE FOR A HEAD. 
I GUESS/ 




CRACK COMICS 



1/ DON'T LEAVE ME \ 

1 now; you haven't) 

V FINISHED VOUK / 
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Unknown to Floogy, the charm melts from the 
Snow man, leaving him powerless..-. 
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WHAT NOW, /IT'S THEM DOGGONE "TINY 
POP7 /— 7 TOT" RADIO PROGRAMS.' 
I DREAM ABOUT 'EM.' 
JUST NOW I WAS A 
CHARACTER CALlEP 
BOBBY BOBOLINK/ 



LAST NIGHT I WAS 
BO-PEEP'S LOST 
LAMB/ 



A 




TOMORROW I'LL ) 


/what you need, 




PROBABLY BE -*— v 


' POP. IS A GOOV 




CINDERELLA'S FAIRY ^ 


.OLD-FASHIONED y 




GOP/MOTHER.',,. IT'S l 


S? NIGHT- "S 




7-=opRIVING M 
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BY JINGO.' I THINK MOLLY'S ) 
GOT SOMETHING - 
THERE.' 
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Police today were puz- 
zled over Mm finding of 
an unidentified body of 
an aged Chinese in low- 
er Chinatown The 
cause of his death is 
•till undetermined. Ao 
autopsy reveals no traces 
of poison or foul play 

DOUCE Chief Trent regarded 
the big figure of Sergeant 
Cripps standing near hit desk. 
"Well, what do you make of it, 
Cripps? Seems we haven't gol 
anywhere with the investigation." 

Cripps, a sour looking indivi- 
dual, scratched his heavy jowl. 
**Naw 1 don't get it. Chief. The 
old chink's dead but there ain't 
nothing on him that shows why. 
An* we haven't been able to get a 
thing outa them chink merchant* 
in the neighborhood " 

The chief said. "Chinese are 
notoriously noncommittal, Cripps. 
This may be a real mystery 

The chief was riRht The thing 
was a mystery, all right. Not that 
Chinatown wasn't always filled 
with mysteries The East and 
West never meet — quite It was 
true that countless Chinese resi- 
dents of the neighborhood had 
been subject to minute question- 
ing, but none of them could give 
any information as to the cause 
of the old Chinese' death 

|| was Eric Vale, prowling 
about town for no good reason 
at all, that supplied the dead 
man's name. Eric liked to dabble 
in amateur detective work when- 
ever he had the time. Actually, 
he had had no trouble finding 



the dead man's name. Aw Wat, 
dealer in antiques, had told him. 
Aw Wat was an old friend of 
Eric's father, who had once done 
him a good turn or other. 

"P'lice ask all fo' name of 
dead countryman. For why we 
tell, eh, Eric?" 

"I don't know." said Eric. 
"But what's the mystery, Aw 
Wat? Was the old fellow a friend 
of yours?" 

"Fiend? Aw no, Eric. But I 
know who was that one. He 
Chang Hu. Once he own shop in 
Chinatown. Sell silk an' jade; not 
so good, Chang Hu's merchan- 
dise I know be sell what you 
Mellicans call "phonies'." 

"So some guy who got stung 
did him in, is that it. Aw Wat?" 

Aw Wat looked blandly at his 
young friend "Not that, no. 
Chang Hu he die for other rea- 
son, yes." 

"Yeah?" said Eric. "What?" 

Aw Wat smiled enigmatically, 
but shook his head "That 1 do 
not know, young fiend. Aw no." 

And Eric knew that he had to 
be satisfied with the answer. Aw 
Wat wasn't talking. Eric had a 
faint idea why Chang Hu had 
died. It wasn't suicide, like some 
policemen had suggested If so, 
how had the chinese done away 
with himself? No, Eric fell some- 
thing else was back of the tragedy. 

Several weeks passed, and the 
mysterious death of Chang Hu 
was given up by the police as a 
bad job. Those Chinks certainly 
pulled some strange ones! 

Eric Vale didn't give up, how- 
ever. He knew that something odd 



had happened to cause Chang 
Hu's death. Just what, he didn't 
know — yet. 

One evening, Eric was roam- 
ing through Chinatown just at 
dusk. There was little activity at 
this was tea lime and most of the 
shoppers were inside. Tne clut- 
tered little stores, catering to tour- 
ists with their multi-colored as- 
sortment of knicknacks and sweet 
meats were quiet and still. Eric 
was crossing the street when he 
saw, down a shadowy alley, two 
Chinese escorting another hur- 
riedly toward a narrow door. 

"Now what the dickens is up?" 
he asked himself. He fell in be- 
hind the three men. They paused 
before the narrow door and in a 
moment it opened and they van- 
ished inside. The door closed 
softly. 

The whole thing had occupied 
the space of only a few seconds, 
but it had the earmarks of a mys- 
tery. Eric ran down the alley and 
listened at the door. There waa 
no sound. Gently he turned the 
knob. With a start of surprise, he 
found the door unbolted. He push' 
ed it in. He found himself in • 
dark hallway. 

Eric listened again. Not a 
sound broke the utter stillness of 
the place. Where had the three 
furtive characters gone? Cautious- 
ly he stole down the corridor, 
pausing at intervals to cock an 
inquisitive ear. No sounds. 

After about twenty feet the 
hallway came to an abrupt turn. 
Down this Eric went, quietly. A 
large door at the end drew hi* 
attention. He put his ear to the 



thick oak panels. He could barely 
make out a low rumble of voice* 
from within. He tried the door.' 
It was not locked. Very slowly 
he turned the knob and inched 
the big door open. Only a crack. 
He gasped at the scene that met 
his eyes. 

It was a scene from some pagan 
ceremonial. The huge room was 
in semi-darkness, vaguely lighted 
by a few tall candles at the far 
side. They lighted a strange, 
weird scene: The room was wall- 
ed in rich silk, like the chamber 
of some Eastern monarch. On a 
gilt throne sat a small, dried-up 
man, dressed in regal robes of 
white silk spangled in gold and 
flashing gems A few words in a 
sing-song voice issued from his 
slit of a mouth He lifted a thin 
hand, A deep gong was struck 

From another side of the room, 
the curtains were parted and two 
tall, muscular Chinese, bared to 
the waist, led in a groveling fig- 
ure between them. They brought 
him before the wizened old man 
and bowed low. 

The sing-song came again. The 
old man clapped his hands Two 
more guards which Eric hadn't 
seen before stepped into view and 
took the cringing prisoner. The 
latter kept up a strange garble 
The two newcomers led the 
frightened man to a post nearby 
and bound him to it with thin 
ropes of silk. Then a huge, al- 
most naked Chinese came into the 
room. He carried a great curved 
sword 

This man stopped before the 
old man and listened again to 
more sing-song. Then he stepped 
before the bound prisoner Tak- 
ing aim, he made a vicious swipe 
with the great blade, which barely 
missed the tied man's neck, then 
he stepped back and bowed to 
the old man. 
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The prisoner was cut loose. He 
stumbled out of the room, making 
wailing sounds. A man went to 
the candles and began blowing 
them out. The weird ritual was 
evidently over Eric made tracks 
for the alley. 

Eric went straight to the police 
chief and told him what he'd seen 
The chief looked disbelieving. 
Then he chuckled. 

"'Them chinks have a lot of 
strange ways. Eric." he said. "And 
I don't guess we Westerns'll ever 
get on to them What you saw 
was probably some goofy re- 
ligious ceremony Forget it We 
never interfere with "em, long's 
they don't cause no trouble" 

Eric left the station feeling that 
he hadn't heard the correct ex- 
planation of the thing. However, 
he thought, it's no skin off my 
nose He walked off whistling a 
jaunty air 

One afternoon a few days la- 
ter, Eric was making a small pur- 
chase in a Chinese grocery when 
a wan. thin man entered. In a 
glance Eric recognized him as the 
prisoner of the ritual The man. 
cringing, accosted the clerk in a 
whining voice. Eric was able to 
make out, in his stumbling Chi- 
nese, that the request was fot 
food 

The clerk didn't deign to look 
at him With a shrug he brushed 
away from him The man follow- 
ed, begging again The clerk re- 
plied in an angry tone and in- 
dicated the door The prisoner 
stumbled out, muttering. 

"Say," said Eric, "I know that 
old chap. What's the matter with 
him? Wanted food, didn't he?" 

The clerk regarded Eric for a 
moment. Then he nodded. "Yes," 
he replied in good English. "He 
wanted food. I would not sell it to 
him. He is dead." 



-Dead!" ga : ?ed Eric "B-but— 
He is not dead I don't get it." 

The young clerk shrugged as if 
to say, "So what?" Then he turn- 
ed and went about his business. 
Eric left without further question- 
ing. It was evident that tne clerk 
didn't want to be interrogated. 

Something mure than a week 
later, the man Eric had seen in 
the grocery was found dead in 
much the same circumstances as 
had the first dead man There were 
no marks upon him. He was just 
lying in the street — dead. 

Eric hurried to his old friend's 
place. Aw Wat. He demanded to 
know the answers. Aw Wat heart! 
him out. then he smiled. 

"I'll tell you, my fiend." he told 
Eric. "In my country we have 
different ways than in America. 
Both these men who have died, 
did so I might say at their own 
hand Both were condemned by 
the high tribunal of the Tong 
judges Both had sinned against 
their tongs." 

'Yeah." said Efic. "1 saw one 
of those things not long ago." 

"I know." said Aw Wat "You 
saw the executioner make the 
sword pass, but no harm was 
done. In America you'd say mur- 
der had been done if the man was 
killed. So we make the pretense 
only Then the condemned is set 
loose. Word goes out to everyone 
that he is then dead. You saw 
what happened in the grocery of 
Sin Yat. No food was sold to the 
man All merchants do the same 
thing The offender cannot buy 
food, and so—" 

'Well, I'll be darned!" ex 
(■'aimed Eric "So he just starves 
to death, eh? Executed by starva 
tion!" 

Aw Wat inclined hit head. "Pre- 
cisely," he stated. 
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OL' BEAN, I'M CHIPPCR, 
AND IF I FINISH THIS 



DON'T UNDERSTAND.') LAST ASSIGNMENT 

y WITH FLYING COLORS, iU 
BECOME AN OFFICIAL MEMBER 
OF THE FBI. •• CANINE 
_j. | mt DIVISION! 
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r OH, SURE, LOUIE.'. 
( HMMM... QUITE A COURAGEOUS 
CANINE.' LET US TEST HIS 
CRIMINAL PETECTING APTITUDE 

with an original test.' 

A CRIMINAL WILL TRV TO 

BREAK IN THE WINDOW, 

OF THE SHACK/ 
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' AHEM / M yDU. 

LOUIE, SHALL PLAV 
THE PART OF THE 
CRIMINAL/ HERE, 

CHANGE »NTO THESE 
CLOTHES/ 
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/ ALL RIGHT, MUTT) / --fT 
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COASTER BRAKZ 











Only the New Bendix Coaster Brake 
Offers All These Features 

Stopi quicker— coaifi longer * long fife — Irovble-free 
performance * Light weight— easier padoling * Sim- 
plicity of daitgn--fewer porfi * Eoiy to put together 
and fake apart ■* Self- jligning broke shots * Sealed 
ogoinit dirt gnd water * More efficient broking — 
requires lau padol pressure ond traval * Every broka 
factory raitad * Mode by Sandix— Foremost monu- 
focturar of oviation and automotive brakes. 



•no. u.i, Mr. off. 

Made by the Foremost Builder of 
Automotive and Aviation Brakes 

Here is the coaster brake you have always wanted. It is 
made by the famous Bendix Aviation Corporation, builders 
of aviation, radio, marine, radar and electronic products as 
well as brakes for automobiles, buses, trucks and airplanes. 
The new Bendix" Coaster Brake is entirely new in design. 
It slops quieter and with less pedal pressure. It coasts longer— 
You are away out in front with a Bendix Coaster Brake. 
And it is easy to take apart and put together again for 
there are fewer parts. 

Be sure to tell your bicycle dealer that you want your new 
bike equipped with the most modern of all coaster brakes— 
the new Bendix Coaster Brake. 



ECLIPSE MACHINE DIVISION 

BENDIX AVIATION CORPORATION 
ELMIRA, NEW YORK 




«»MTio» CORPORATION 



Mats My Job?- 1 Manufacture) 



Weald 



into 



MEN! 

GrVE ME a skinny, pepleo, second-rate 
body— and I'll cram it so full of hand- 
some, bulging new muscle that your friends 
will grow bug-«yed! . . . I'll wake up that 
sleeping energy of yours and make it hum like 
a high-powered motorl Man, you'll fee/ and 
look different! You'll begin to LIVE! 



<%*6 

Actual Photograph ol the 
man who holda the till* 
"The World'. Moat Par- 
lactly Developed Man." 





Let Me Make YOU a NEW MAN 
-IN JUST IS MINUTES A DAY! 

You wouldn't believe it, but I myself used to be a 97 lb. 
weakling. Fellows called me "Skinny." Girls snickered and made 
fun ol me behind my back. I wat a flop. THEN I discovered my 
marvelous new muscle-building system "Dynamic Tension." And 
it turned me into such a complete specimen of MANHOOD that 
today I hold the title "THE WORLD'S MOST PERFECTLY 
DEVELOPED MAN." 

That's how I tradod in my "bag of bones" for a barrel of 
muscle! And I felt so much better, ao much on fop oi the world 
in my big, new, husky body, that I decided to devote my whole 
life to helping other fellows change themselves into "perfectly 
developed men ." 

What It "Dynamic Tension"? 
How Does It Work? 

When you look in the mirror and see a healthy, husky, 
strapping fellow smiling back at you— then you'll be astounded at 
how short a time it take* "Dynamic Tension" to GET RESULTS! 

"Dynamic Tension" is the easy, NATURAL method you can 

Eractice in the privacy of your own room- JUST 15 MINUTES 
ACH DAY— while your scrawny shoulder muscles begin to 
swell, ripple . . . thoee spindly arms and legv of youn bulge . . . 
and your whole body starts to feel "alive," full of rip and go! 

One Postage Stamp 
May Change Your Whole Life I 

As I've pictured up above, I'm steadily building broad- 
shouldered, dynamic MEN day by day— the country over. 

2,000,000 fellows, young and old, have already gambled a 
postage stamp to ask for my FREE book. They wanted to reed 
and see for themselves how I'm building up scrawny bodies, and 
how I'm paring down fat, flabby ones-how I'm turn- 
ing them into breath-taking human dynamos of reel 
MANPOWER. 

Take just a few seconds NOW to fill in and mail the 
coupon at right, and you will receive at once my FREE 
book-"Everlasting Health and Strength" that PROVES 
with actual snap-shots what "Dynamic Tension" has done foe 
others -what it can do for YOU1 Addreas: CHARLES ATLAS, 
Dept 330-©, 115 East 23rd St. New York 10, N. Y. 




FREE 



Mall the coupon be- 
low HfM new tor 
my FREE Illustrated 
book. "Ererlaitlna 
Health snd Htrengrh." 
Tells all about "Dy- 
namic Tension" meth- 
ods. Crammed with 
pictures, facts) A <1 
drew me personally: 
CHARLES ATLA8, 
Dept.uoo. 115 K. JSrd 
'8t .New York 10. N. Y. 



CHARLES ATLAS, Oept. 330-0 

115 East 73rd St.. New York 1 0, N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of 
"Dynamic Ttynmion" will help make a New Man 
of me— give me a healthy, husky body and big 
muscular development. Send me your free 
book, "Everlasting Health and Strength." 
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